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THE POUND OF FLESH. 
SHYLOCK BUTLER.—We soldiers made a bad bargain in 1861; let us wring the last dollar out of the Government now. 









(Boston Speech.) 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


ENERAL BENJAMIN F. BUTLER is not generally regarded in the light 
of a national benefactor. He had his period of usefulness, in the 
time of the civil war; but like the Reverend Mr. Isaacs, in Mr. 
Edward Everett Hale’s story, he has made the fatal mistake of trying to 
repeat the rare feat of doing the right thing, at the right time, in the right 
place. Asa rule, the man who tries to do this slips up—to use a worldly 
phrase—and General Butler has most notoriously slipped up, even to 
such an extent that his endeavors to do and be something have of late years 
rendered him only a butt for cruel and heartless jests. He has gone to 
the length of making himself the Comic Presidential Candidate —there is 
always one comic candidate at every presidential election—and of putting 
himself on a social and political plane with Dr. Mary Walker, Private 
Dalzell, and even the more recent Mr. McGinty, three people who are 
always sure of a few votes, even in the most lively polling-time. 


* 
* * 


But General Butler has at last succeeded in doing, for a second time, 
the right thing, at the right time, in the right place. On the 13th of August, 
at the picnic of the Grand Army of the Republic in Boston, Massachusetts, 
he delivered himself of a speech in the course of which he declared that the 
soldier who rushed to the defense of the Union in 1861 made a bad bargain 
with the United States Government, that the soldier should have been paid 
in gold, and not in a depreciated currency, and that he should now make it 
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*his business to collect from the government what that government still 


owed him on the account of his bad bargain. 


* 


* *# 


Now, it may appear to the calm citizen who is not prosecuting a claim 
against the government, that this was a most unpatriotic, mean, unworthy 
speech. Major McKinley, who was present, evidently thought it was; and 
he can not be accused of holding too conservative views of the functions 
and duties of the general government. He arose and said that he was 
obliged to disagree with the gentleman — (it is strange how habits of par- 
liamentary usage will cling to a man, and shape his speech in spite of 
him,)-—— who had just spoken. He thought that the soldier in engaging to 
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defend his country, had made a good bargain; and he gave it to be under- 
stood as his opinion that the soldier’s success 
paid him for his hardships and dangers. 


-in some small measure — 


* ’ *% 

It is our opinion, also, that the speech of General Butler was most 
unpatriotic, mean and unworthy. And yet we hold that General Butler 
did the right thing, at the right time, in the right place. He absolutely 
fulfilled the purpose for which he was summoned to the gathering of the 
Grand Army of the Republic, to be its spokesman. He formulated an idea 
that has been in existence for many years without finding a chance to get 
into plain English. He said what the men about him thought; he stated 
their position for them; and he has made it far more easy for the rest of 
the people to know where they stand, and to deal with them on a basis of 
candid common-sense. 

* * 

The plain English of General Butler’s speech is this — since it stands 
unrebuked by the Grand Army of the Republic —that the bulk of that 
Grand Army desires to be considered as a body of Hessians — hired soldiers, 
mercenaries, who, having made a ‘‘bargain” with the government to pro- 
tect and save it, are determined to wring from that government every cent 
and every mill that by any legal quibble can be held due to them. 


* - * 

The legal quibble that they employ at present is that they were paid 
in a depreciated currency. So were the men who staid at home and 
worked hard to pay taxes and buy United States bonds, that the war might 
go on. With this depreciated currency they bought their coats and 
breeches, and their wives’ gowns; their beef and pork and mutton; the 
timber to build their houses, and the milk that went into their childrens’ 
mouths. They fought hard for their living, bore their share of the common 
burden, paid the expenses of the army, and made no complaint. The 
depreciated currency which was good enough for the man who earned it 
at the rear was good enough for the man who earned it at the front — and 
nobody, in those days, front or rear, thought otherwise. 

* 
* * 

Now, you can be one of two things, when war strikes a nation. You 
can be a brave and patriotic soldier, rushing forward to defend his country- 
men, weli satisfied, when his task is done, with a soldier’s pay and a sol- 
dier’s honor, willing to ask aid of the government only if you are unable 
to face the world again as a man among men. Or, you can be a calculat- 
ing mercenary, making a “bargain” with the government, and getting 
the last cent conceivably due to you for the exposure of your person. If 
the Grand Army of the Republic had not chosen to rank itself with this 
second class, it would have disowned and condemned General Butler’s 
speech. It has accepted and fathered that unpatriotic, mean, and unworthy 
utterance. And the Grand Army must not complain if, when it parades 
on Decoration Day, we take our children to see the show, not to inspire 
them with the sight of patriots marching shoulder to shoulder; but to warn 
them never to fall into the easily recruited ranks of the Hessians. 


A DELAYED FEAST 





ms) 


Se te} 


ES 
£ 






ss 
TTS 





| me 
Lt 
oa 


COMMERCIAL TouRIST. — Can I get a bite to 
eat here, Auntie? 

Mrs. CLEWPIT. —Yo's raight yo’ kin. 
Reginald 's jes’ gone down fo’ t’ kill a chick. 


Mah liddle 





LITTLE REGIIJALD. —Hol’ on dar! Hol’ on! I wuz 


jes’ a-foolin’. 
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THROUGH GARDEN AND MEADOW. 


al mi 


N EIGHTEEN-CARROT raptures 
I wander round the place. 
My pensive spirit captures 
Its flower-scented grace. 





II. 
Hibuscus, ampelopsis, 
Alyssum, cyclamen, 
Lobelia, ipomopsis 
Are blooming in my ken. 





Ill. VI. 
The scarlet runner ’s sighing The pinks blow in perfection, 
About the pipes and spouts. The ice-plant melts away ; 
The beaten carpet ’s lying For Tammany’s election 
Upon the Brussels sprouts. The tiger lily ’s gay. 


Iv. VII. 
Defunct beneath the cherry I murmur unto Phyllis: 
The okra’s in the soup, ‘¢ Sweet William ’s not afraid 
The pungent dusenberry ‘To sport with Amaryllis ’ — 
Begins to pine and droop. See Milton — in the shade.” 


Vv. VIII. 
The Indian pipe, which surely The blue and gold lantana, 
Should be the calumet, The red-hot poker plant, 
I watch while I demurely The gay virumque canna 
Enjoy my cigarette. Inspire my little chant. 


ix. 
The muse my spirit masters 
Till here I seem to bide, 
As rich as all the asters 
That blossom in their pride. 
R. K. M. 





MIRANDA’S' LITERARY CAREER. 
ONE PHASE. 


MIRANDA, a rejected contributor. 

THE EDITOR, as bashful as an editor can be. 

MIRANDA.— I came —that is—I have come — because — because 
I do like your paper so much, and —I should just love —to have my first 
story printed in it. 

THE EDITOR (dubiously ).—Your first? 

MIRANDA.—Yes —I mean —lI have written a good many — but — 
but so far they — have not been — printed. I felt quite — discouraged — 
but since I read your ‘ Information for 
Young Writers” I have determined 
to take your advice and describe 
real experiences. I see now 
that my stories were rejected 
because I did n’t put enough 
realism into them. There’s 
the love making, for instance. 
Of course — well — of course 
— I — have had — experi- 
ences — but really — there 
were none suitable for pub- 

_lication exactly, especially — 
the proposals. I’m sure I 
never had a suitable —- pro- 
posal — that is — one that 
would look well printed. So 
I thought—if you would be 
so kind—you are a man of 
sO many experiences — you 
might give me an —illustra- 
tion. What is your custom 
—under such circumstances ? 

The inopportune (or other- 
wise) entrance of the OFFICE 
Boy deferred the answer of 
the Epitor. The sequel (if 
any) we have been unable to 


learn. . 
‘ M. Bourchier. 








ADVICE TO the next Freshman 
Class at Harvard — Look not 


upon the Paint when it is Red. in her horrid sea slang. 





DELICATELY EXPRESSED. 


KITTIE (at the wheel). — Look out, she's going to jibe! 
AUNT MARIA (who has been looking very pale).—I\ really 
think that Kittie need n't have called attention to my distress 
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HE WAS ENGAGED AT ONCE. 
SECRET SERVICE OFFICIAL. — This special mission 
requires a man of the utmost delicacy, tact and diplomacy. 
What credentials have you ? 
APPLICANT. — I've jest been umpirin’ a baby-show. 


A DEFINITION. 
JoHNNY.—What is a theory, Pa?” 
Pa.—A theory, my son, is an impracticable plan for doing something 
that is impossible. 


CHICAGO’S METHOD OF COMPUTATION. 
CHICAGOAN (4o NEW YORKER).—I say, now, did n’t we push you 
in the census, though? 
NEW YORKER.—Yes; but did n’t your figures include your estimates 
of the people who may attend the World’s Fair? 


"id OUR KNOWLEDGE OF “THE 
KREUTZER SONATA.” 


FRED (fo CLARA at piano). 
— ‘*Kreutzer’s Sonata?” 
Do you play it? 

CLARA.— That ’s Tolstoi’s; 
and I have none of his 
music. 


VERY PAINFUL. 


First MusIcIaAn. —I 
can’t stand it down at 
Brighton any longer. I’m 
going to quit. 

SECOND MUSICIAN.— 
Why? 

FIRST MUSICIAN. — 
Because the sea air takes 
all the curl out of my 
moustache. 


AN INKY WASTE, 

‘¢ Why do they call Af- 
rica the ‘Dark Continent ?’” 

‘¢Because there ’s so 
much black ink shed over it.” 





A BATHING-SUIT — Leander’s. 


FIGHTING was the work of the 
ancient Knight; the Knight of 
Labor fights by doing no work. 
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HE REVEREND COLTON M. PURSLY, of Aquawket, 
(commonly pronounced ’Quawket,) looked out of 
his study window over a remarkably pretty New Eng- 
land prospect, stroked his thin, grayish side-whiskers, 
and sighed deeply. He was a pale, sober, ill-dressed 
Congregationalist minister of forty-two or three. He 
had eyes of willow-pattern blue, a large nose, and a large 
mouth, with a smile of forced amiability in the corners. 
He was amiable, perfectly amiable and innocuous — but 
that smile sometimes made people with a strong sense of 
humor want to kill him. The smile lingered even while 
he sighed. 
Mr. Pursly’s house was set upon a hill, although it 
was a modest abode. From his window he looked down 
one of those splendid streets that are the pride and glory of old 
towns in New England —a street fifty yards wide, arched with grand 
Gothic elms, bordered with houses of pale yellow and white, some in the 
homelike, simple yet dignified colonial style, some with great Doric por- 
ticos at the street end. And above the billowy green of the tree-tops rose 
two shapely spires, one to the right, of granite, one to the left, of sand- 
stone. It was the sight of these two spires that made Mr. Pursly sigh. 
With a population of four thousand five hundred, ’Quawket had an 
Episcopal Church, a Roman Catholic Church, a Presbyterian Church, a 
Methodist Church, a Universalist Church, (very small,) a Baptist Church, a 
Hall for the «¢ Seventh-Day Baptists,” (used for secular purposes every day 
but Saturday,) a Bethel, and — ‘The Two Churches” — as every one 
called the First and Second Congregational Churches. Fifteen years before 
there had been but one Congregational Church, where a prosperous and 
contented congregation worshiped in a plain little old-fashioned red brick 
church on aside-street. Then, out of this very prosperity, came the idea 
of building a fine new freestone church on Main Street. And, when the 
new church was half-built, the congregation split on the question of putting 
a ‘‘rain-box” in the new organ. It is 
quite unnecessary to detail how + niall 
this quarrel over a handful of i 
peas grew into a church war, 
with ramifications and _ inter- 
lacements and entanglements 
and side-issues and under-cur- 
rents and embroilments of all 
sorts and conditions. In three 
years there was a First Con- 
gregational Church, in free- 
stone, solid, substantial, plain, 
and a Second Congregational 
Church in granite, something 
gingerbready, but showy and 
modish — for there are fash- 
ions in architecture as there 
are in millinery, and we cut 
our houses this way this year 
and that way the next, And 
these two churches had half 
a congregation apiece, and a 
full-sized debt, and they lived to- 
gether in a spirit of Christian unity, on wn 
Capulet and Montague terms. The people 
of the First Church called the people of the Second Church the ‘Sad- 
duceeceders,” because there was no future for them, and the people of the 
Second Church called the people of the First Church the ‘‘ Pharisee-me”’s. 
And this went on year after year, through the Winters when the foxes 
hugged their holes in the ground within the woods about ’Quawket, through 
the Summers when the birds of the air twittered in their nests in the great 
elms of Main Street. . 
If the First Church had a revival, the Second Church had a fair. If 
the pastor of the First Church exchanged with a distinguished preacher 
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THE TWO CHURCHES OF ’QUAWKET.* 


from Philadelphia, the organist of the Second Church got a celebrated 
tenor from Boston and had a service of song. This system after a time 
created a class in both churches known as ‘the floats,” in contradistinction 
to the ‘ pillars.” The floats went from one church to the other according 
to the attractions offered. There were, in the end, more floats than pillars. 

The Reverend Mr. Pursly inherited this contest from his predecessor. 
He had carried it on for three years. Finally, being a man of logical and 
precise mental processes, he called the head men of his congregation to- 
gether, and told them what in worldly language might be set down thus: 

There was room for one Congregational Church in ’Quawket, and for 
one only. The flock must be reunited in the parent fold. To do this a 
master stroke was necessary. They must build a Parish House. All of 
which was true beyond question—and yet—the church had a debt of 
$20,000 and a Parish House would cost $15,000. 

And now the Reverend Mr. Pursly was sitting at his study window, 
wondering why all the rich men woz/d join the Episcopal Church. He cast 
down his eyes, and saw a rich man coming up his path who could readily 
have given $15,000 for a Parish House, and who might safely be expected 
to give $1.50, if he were rightly approached. A shade of bitterness crept 
over Mr. Pursly’s professional smile. Then a look of puzzled wonder took 
possession of his face. Brother Joash Hitt was regular in his attendance 
at church and at prayer-meeting; but he kept office-hours in his religion, 
as in everything else, and never before had he called upon his pastor. 

Two minutes later, the minister was nervously shaking hands with 
Brother Joash Hitt. 

‘¢]’m very glad to see you, Mr. Hitt,” he stammered, ‘very glad — 
I’m — 1’m—” 

‘¢ S’prised?” suggested Mr. Hitt, grimly. 

«¢Won’t you sit down?” asked Mr. Pursly. 

Mr. Hitt sat down in the darkest corner of the room, and glared at 
his embarrassed host. He was a huge old man,~bent, heavily-built, with 
grizzled dark hair, black eyes, skin tanned to a mahogany brown, a heavy 
square under-jaw, and big leathery dew- 

laps on each side of it that looked as 
hard as the jaw itself. Brother Joash 
had been all things in his long life 

— sea-captain, commission mer- 

chant, speculator, slave-dealer even, 
people said —and all things to his 
profit. Of late years he had turned 
over his capital in money-lending, 

and people said that his great 

claw-like fingers had grown 

crooked with holding the tails 
of his mortgages. 

A silence ensued. The 
pastor looked up and saw 
that Brother Joash had no 

Ai intention of breaking it. 

y\ / «¢Can I do any thing for 
you, Mr. Hitt?” inquired Mr. 
Pursly. 

‘¢ Ya-as,” said the old man. 

‘¢Yekin. I b’leeve you gin’lly 

git sump’n’ over ’n’ above your 

sellery when you preach a fun’l 
sermon ?” 

‘¢ Well, Mr. Hitt, it — yes — it is customary.” 

‘¢How much?” 

‘¢ The usual honorarium is — h’m — ten dollars.” 

«¢« The — whut?” 

«¢ The — the fee.” 

«¢ Will you write me one for ten dollars?” 

«¢ Why —why —” said the minister, nervously; ‘‘1 did n’t know that 
any one had — had died —” 

‘¢ There hain’t no one died, ez I know. It’s my fun’l sermon I want.” 

‘¢But, my dear Mr. Hitt, I trust you are not— that you won’t — 
that —” 
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‘« Life’s a rope of sand, parson — you ’d ought to know that — nor 
we don’t none of us know when it’s goin’ to fetch loost. [I’m most ninety 
now, ’n’ I don’t cal’late to git no younger.” 

‘¢ Well,” said Mr. Pursly, faintly smiling; ‘‘when the time does 
come —” , 

‘*No, sér/” interrupted Mr. Hitt, with emphasis; ‘‘when the time 
doos come, 1 won’t have no use for it. Th’ ain’t no sense in the way most 
folks is berrid. Whut’s th’ use of puttin’ a man into a mahog’ny coffin, 
with a silver plate big ’s a dishpan, an’ preachin’ a fun’l sermon over him, 
an’ costin’ his estate good money, when he’s only a poor deef, dumb, 
blind fool corpse, an’ don’t get no good of it? Maow, I’ve be’n to the 
undertaker’s, an’ hed my coffin made under my own sooperveesion — good 
wood, straight grain. no knots—nuthin’ fancy, but doorable. I ’ve hed 
my tombstun cut, an’ chose my text to put onto it— ‘we brung nuthin’ 
into the world, an’ it is certain we can take nuthin’ out’— an’ now I want 
my fun’l sermon, jes’ as the other folks is goin’ to hear it who don’t pay 
nuthin’ for it. Kin you hev it ready for me this day week?” 

‘¢] suppose so,” said Mr. Pursly, weakly. 

«‘T ll call fer it,” said the old man. ‘*Heern some talk about a 
Perrish House, did n’t I?” 

«¢ Yes,” began Mr. Pursly, his face lighting up. 

«¢’T ain’t no sech a bad édee,” remarked Brother Joash. ‘‘Wal, good 
day.” And he walked off before the minister could say any thing more. 


* # * * * 

One week later, Mr. Pursly again sat in his study, looking at Brother 
Joash, who had a second time settled himself in the dark corner, 

It had been a terrible week for Mr. Pursly. He and his conscience, 
and his dream of the Parish House, had been shut up together working 
over that sermon, and waging a war of compromises. The casualties in 
this war were all on the side of the conscience. 

‘¢Read it!” commanded Brother Joash. The minister grew pale. 
This was more than he had expected. He grew pale and then red and 
then pale again. 

‘¢ Go ahead!” said Brother Joash. 

‘¢ Brethren,” began Mr. Pursly, and then he stopped short. His pul- 
pit voice sounded strange in his little study. 

«¢Go ahead!” said Brother Joash. 

‘¢ We are gathered together here to-day to pay a last tribute of respect 
and atfection —” 

‘«©Clk!” There was a sound like the report of a small pistol. Mr. 
Pursly looked up. Brother Joash regarded him with stern intentness. 

‘¢__to one of the oldest and most prominent citizens 
of our town, a pillar of our church, and a monument 
of the civic virtues of probity, industry and wisdom, a 
man in whom we all took pride, and —” 

‘¢Clk!” Mr. Pursly looked up more quickly this 
time, and a faint suggestion of an expression just van- 
ishing from Mr. Hitt’s lips awakened in his unsuspi- 
cious breast a horrible suspicion that Brother Joash 
had _ chuckled. 

‘¢_whose like we shall not soon again see 
in our midst. The children on the streets will miss 
his familiar face —” 

‘¢Say!” broke in Brother Joash, ‘‘how’d it 
be for a delegation of child’n to foller the remains, 
with flowers or sump’n’? They ’d volunteer if you 
give ’em the hint, would n’t they?” 

‘¢It would be — unusual,” said the minister. 

«¢ All right,” assented Mr. Hitt, ‘*‘ only an zdee 
of mine. Thought they might like it. Go ahead!” 

Mr. Pursly went ahead, haunted by an agonizing 
fear of that awful chuckle, if chuckle it was. But he got 
along without interruption until he reached a casual and guarded allusion 
to the widows and orphans without whom no funeral oration is complete. 
Here the metallic voice of Brother Joash rang out again. 

‘¢Say! Ef the widders and orphans send a wreath — or a Gates-Ajar 
—ef they do, mind ye! — you ’ll hev it put atop of the coffin, where folks 
Ill see it, wun’t ye?” 

‘¢ Certainly,” said the Reverend Mr. Pursly, hastily; ‘his charities 
were unostentatious, as was the whole tenor of his life. In these days of 
spendthrift extravagance, our young men may well —” 

«¢Say!” Brother Joash broke in once more. ‘Ef any one wuz to 
git up right there, an’ say that I wuz the derndest meanest, miserly, penu- 
rious, parsimonious old hunks in ’Quawket, you would n’t let him talk like 
that, would ye?” 

‘¢ Unquestionably not, Mr. Hitt!” said the minister, in horror. 

‘¢Thought not. On’y thet ’s whut I heern one o’ your deacons say 
about me the other day. Did n’t know I heern him, but I did. I thought 
you would n’t allow no such talk as that. Go ahead!” 

‘¢I] must ask you, Mr. Hitt,” Mr. Pursly said, perspiring at every 
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pore, 


‘¢All right,” returned Mr. Hitt, with perfect calmness. ‘‘Continner.” 
Mr. Pursly continued to the bitter end, with no further interruption 
that called for remonstrance. There were soft inarticulate sounds that 
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seemed to him to come from Brother Joash’s dark corner. But it might 
have been the birds in the Ame lopsis Veitchii that covered the house. 
Brother Joash expressed no opinion, good or ill, of the address. He 
paid his ten dollars, in one-dollar bills, and took his receipt. But as the 
anxious minister followed him to the door, he turned suddenly and said: 
‘¢ You was talkin’ ’bout a Perrish House?” 
“Yes —” = 
‘¢ Kin ye keep a secret?” 
«<T hope so— yes, certainly, Mr. Hitt.” 
«¢ The’ ’ll be one.” 


* * * > * 














‘¢] feel,” said the Reverend Mr. 
Pursly to his wife, ‘‘as if I had car- 
ried every stone of that Parish House 
on my shoulders and put it in its 
place. Can you make me a cup of 
tea, my dear?” 


cs * * * * 


The Summer days had begun to 
grow chill, and the great elms of ’Quawket 
were flecked with patches and spots of yellow, when, early one morning, 
the meagre little charity-boy whose duty it was to black Mr. Hitt’s boots 
every day —it was a luxury he allowed himself in his old age — rushed, 
pale and frightened, into a neighboring grocery, and announced: 

‘‘Mist’ Hitt ’s dead!” 

«‘Guess not,” said the grocer, doubtfully. <¢ Brother Hitt ’s gut th’ 
Old Nick’s agency for ’Quawket, ’n’ I ain’t heerd th’t he’s been discharged 
for inattention to dooty.” 

‘¢He ’s layin’ there smilin’,” said the boy. 

‘«Smilin’?” repeated the grocer. ‘* Guess I’d better go ’n’ see.” 

In very truth, Brother Joash lay there in his bed, dead and cold, with 
a smile on his hard old lips, the first he had ever worn. And a most sar- 
donic and discomforting smile it was. 


* * * * * 


The Reverend Mr. Pursly read Mr. Hitt’s funeral address for the 
second time, in the First Congregational Church of ’Quawket. Every seat 
was filled; every ear was attentive. He stood on the platform, and beiow 
him, supported on decorously covered trestles, stood the coffin that en- 

closed all that was mortal of Brother Joash Hitt. Mr. Pur- 
sly read with his face immovably set on the line of the 
clock in the middle of the choir-gallery railing. He 
did not dare to look down at the sardonic smile in 
the coffin below him; he did not dare to let his eye 
wander to the dark left-hand corner of the church, 
remembering the dark left-hand corner of his own 
study. And as he repeated each complimentary, ob- 
sequious, flattering platitude, a hideous, hysterical 
fear grew stronger and stronger within him that sud- 
denly he would be struck dumb by the ‘clk!” of 
that mirthless chuckle that had sounded so much 
like a pistol-shot. His voice was hardly audible in the 
benediction. 


* > > * * 


The streets of ’Quawket were at their gayest and bright- 
est when the mourners drove home from the cemetery at 

the close of the noontide hour. The mourners were princi- 
pally the deacons and elders of the First Church. The Rev- 
erend Mr. Pursly lay back in his seat with a pleasing yet 
fatigued consciousness of duty performed and martyrdom 
achieved. He was exhausted, but humbly happy. As they drove along, he 
looked with a speculative eye on one or two eligible sites for the Parish 
House. His companion in the carriage was Mr. Uriel Hankinson, Brother 
Joash’s lawyer, whose entire character had been aptly summed up by one 
of his fellow-citizens in conferring on him the designation of ‘a little Joash 
for one cent.” 

«‘ Parson,” said Mr. Hankinson, breaking a long silence, ‘ that was a 
fust-rate oration you made.” 

‘‘I’m glad to hear you say so,” replied Mr. Pursly, his chronic 
smile broadening. 

«¢ You treated the deceased right handsome, considerin’,” went on the 
lawyer Hankinson. 

‘¢ Considering what?” inquired Mr. Pursly, in surprise. 

«¢ Considerin’ — well, considerin’ —” replied Mr. Hankinson, with a 
wave of his hand. ‘You must feel to be reel disapp’inted ’bout the 
Parish House, I sh’d s’pose.” 

«¢ The Parish House?” repeated the Reverend Mr. Pursly, with a cold 
chill at his heart, but with dignity in his voice. ‘*You may not be aware, 
Mr. Hankinson, that I have Mr. Hitt’s promise that we should have a 
Parish House. And Mr. Hitt was—was—a man of his word.” This 
conclusion sounded to his own ears a trifle lame and impotent. 

‘¢Guess you had his promise that there shou/d be a Parish House,” 























YOoOuNG MAN (from New York).— There must be 
something very attractive about me. I ‘ve only been in 
New Jersey ten minutes, and here's an awfully pretty 
girl waving her handkerchief at me! 


DID LOOK LIKE IT, 
































(Put if he had been a little more 
familiar with the entomology of New 
Jersey, he wouldn't have made such a 
mistake.) 





corrected the lawyer, with a chuckle that might have been a faint echo 
of Brother Joash’s. 
«¢ Well?” 
‘¢ Well —the Second Church gits it. I draw’d his will. 
parson —1I ’ll ‘light here. Air ’s kind o’ cold, ain’t it?” 
H. C. Bunner. 


Good day, 
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HOPE LONG DEFERRED. 

PROMINENT KANSAN (cautiously ).— Gimme — Gimme — 

ORIGINAL PACKAGE DEALER.— How many bottles will it be to-day? 

KANSAN.— Do I haf to swear it’s fer the ague or general debility, 
or — 

DEALER.— Nope! Just pay, and take all you want. 

KANSAN.— Don’t haf to let down no string through a hole in the 
ceilin’, or sneak in the back way, or call fer soap suds, or swear 
afterward that I did n’t know what I was drinkin’, or — 
DEALER.— No! No! You buy just the same as you 
would potatos or flour. 

KANSAN.— This is too good to be true! . 1 — 
I— Whoop! The end uv the world is at hand! 
Who-o-o-op !/! (Goes insane.) 


If MIGHT HAVE SEEN SERVICE BEFORE. 


ETHEL. —There ’s one thing that does n’t suit 
me about this engagement. 

MaAuD.—What is it? 

ETHEL.—Jack did n’t have to go to town for 


To PuckK— 


A WORD IN SEASON. 


Sir: 
I owe you a debt I can never repay, 
And, no doubt, there are thousands who feel the same way. 
For blest be the Fate, or—as some call it — Luck, 
That brought me a copy of MIDSUMMER PUCK. 
For the good of the world, not a moment too soon 
Was your Artist inspired to draw that cartoon. 


For I thought until then that to make my soul glad 

I had only to marry a girl with a fad. 

And then ever after her intellect bright 

Would shed o’er life’s landscape both ‘‘sweetness and light.” 


But away with the girls, with their fads and their books, 
Their tailor-made costumes and masculine looks. 
I will seek the world over until I discover 
A girl like the one on the bench with her lover. 
E. H. Porter. 


AT THE BASE-BALL MATCH. 


CITIZEN.— Hello! have you come to watch the curves? 
DETECTIVE.— No. To watch the crooks. 














his engagement ring. He simply went up to his 
room for it. 





WHEN A MAN says he has nothing to say, it is safe to bet 
that there is a barrel full of facts back of his teeth. 


ART MUST always get its inspirations from Nature. The zebra 
gave us our first idea of striped clothing, and the elephant 
was the inventor of loose trousers, 














AN EMBARRASSED VIRTUOSO. 


HEIMBURGER (on the cinder-beds). — Spiel ohf dot wasser-mill tune, Fritzy. 
OPPENMEYER. —I can'd. All dem sand-virms hass crawled mein concertina into. 











YE ZEALOUS 





Ye Titheing-Man is strycken with horror at 
ye ungodly Performance of ye Mountebank, 
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Ye Governor and ye Council having con- 
demned ye sinful Mountebank toe ye Pillorie, 
ye Titheing-Man goes to Execute ye sentence 


AN OBVIOUS CASE. 

POLICE JUSTICE.— What ’s the charge against 
this man? 

OFFICER RAFFERTY (who made the arrest). 
— Vagrancy. 

POLICE JUSTICE.— But why did you arrest a 
man on such a charge when he carries on a busi- 
ness right here in the block? 

OFFICER RAFFERTY. —I took him at his 
own word, your Honor. When I asked him to 
buy a ticket to our charity ball-game, he said he 
had n’t a cent. 


HE OUGHT TO BE SATISFIED. 
‘Well, did your Summer girl meet you at the 
station with a buggy?” 
‘*No; I had a walk-over.” 


TITHEING-MAN AND Y*t STROLLING 





Ye Titheing-Man taketh ye wicked Mounte- 
bank toe ye Gaol. 
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But, meanwhile, ye Mountebank having 
suddenlie become greatlie Thinner, makes 
Hys Escape — 





Ye Governor and ye Council being Greatlie 
wroth atte ye escaype, ye Titheing-Man 1s 
Condemned to tayKe ye place of ye Mounte- 
bank in ye Pillorie. 







MOUNTEBANK. 





Ye Titheing-Man leaves ye man of Wrath 
toe hys reflections, and hastes toe informe ye 
Governor and ye Council of ye arrest. 
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—and whenne ye Titheing-Man arrives, He 
findes nothynge butt ye Pillowes with ye which 
ye Mountebank had Stuffed himself. 


WHITHER, LIKEWISE WHICH. 


A Republican Manufacturer is Pussled Over Coming Events 


That Cast Their Shadows Before. 
F TO reduce the tariff 
Made Mr. Blaine afraid, 
If seven per cent. reduction 
Is really free-trade, 
The difficulty arises 
Of endeavoring to explain, 
If Roger ’s a free-trader, 
What is Mr. Hale, of Maine? 


I’m getting sorely puzzled, 
And very much perplexed ; 
The times seem quite unjointed, 





REST AND RECREATION. 
PoRTER.—You travel regularly now, I see, sah. 
Mr. GOTHAM (0x the New York and Philadelphia Express ).—Yes. 
The doctor said I needed rest and recreation. So I spend one day in 
Philadelphia and the next in New York. 


THEY TAKE THEIRS STRAIGHT. 

Miss BUNTING.—Look, look, 
Mr. Pelham! There seems 
to be some trouble over at 
the Larchmont Club. Men 
are yelling from the shore, 
and pointing guns and re- 
volvers at that sail-boat. 

Mr. PELHAM. — Oh, 
that ’s nothing! It’s the 
water - supply boat, and 

they ’re afraid it’s going 
to land. 
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AT NARRAGANSETT. 
LITTLE GIRL (with her book ).— 

Oh, Sister! What is the plural 
of man? 

BIG GIRL (with great loveliness 
of tone ).—\ don’t know, dear. There 
is n’t any plural that I ’ve seen so far 
this Summer. 





MEDICAL SERVICES, TO DATE 
‘‘Doctor, what shall I do to keep 

cool in this dreadful hot weather?” 

Ye leg ‘Do? Nothing at all, Madam.” 





And what will happen next 
Is a very serious problem 
That we can not read at all — 
McKinley may announce himself 
For free-trade in the Fall! 


Who knows? Here’s ‘ reciprocity,” 
A free-trade scheme, I fear, 
With no protective duties 
Over one whole hemisphere. 
I’m in some doubt — things being thus — 
With whom I ought to train — 
Is Mills a better tariff man 
Than Messrs. Hale and Blaine? 


J. H. Miller.“ 


AN ADVANTAGEOUS POSITION. 


MR. KNIGHT. — From where would 
you like to view the parade? 

Mrs. KNIGHT.—From a Given Point. — 

Mr. KNIGHT.—Where ’s that? 

Mrs. KNIGHT.—I don’t know; but I 
notice that all parades are so long in . 
passing that place. 


POETIC TRUTH is eternal. The poet’s i 
old lines on Washington may now wr 
be transferred to Grant: para 
AN ENTIRELY 


DIFFERENT GARMENT. 


* That’s rather a handsome bath 
ing-suit to go into the water with,”’ 

*€Oh, this isn’t for the water! It 
is the suit I take my sun-bath in.” 


‘« Art to his fame no aid hath lent, 
His country is his monument.” 

THE AVERAGE peanut politician does 
n’t amount to shucks. 














IT DID LOOK LIKE IT. 








YOUNG MAN (from New York).— There must be 
something very attractive about me. I've only been in 
New Jersey ten minutes, and here's an awfully pretty 
girl waving her handkerchief at me! 





















































(Put if he had been a little more 
familiar with the entomology of New 
Jersey, he wouldn't have made such a 
mistake.) 





corrected the lawyer, with a chuckle that might have been a faint echo 


of Brother Joash’s. 
‘6 Well?” 
‘¢ Well —the Second Church gits it. I draw’d his will. Good day, 
parson —I’ll ‘light here. Air’s kind o’ cold, ain’t it?” 
Hf. C. Bunner. 
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HOPE LONG DEFERRED. 

PROMINENT KANSAN (cautiously ).— Gimme — Gimme — 

ORIGINAL PACKAGE DEALER.— How many bottles will it be to-day? 

KANSAN.— Do I haf to swear it’s fer the ague or general debility, 
or — 

DEALER.— Nope! Just pay, and take all you want. 

KANSAN.— Don’t haf to let down no string through a hole in the 
ceilin’, or sneak in the back way, or call fer soap suds, or swear 
afterward that I did n’t know what I was drinkin’, or — 

DEALER.— No! No! You buy just the same as you 
would potatos or flour. 

KANSAN.— This is too good to be true! , I — 
I— Whoop! The end uv the world is at hand! 
Who-o-o-op !!/! (Goes insane. ) 


If MIGHT HAVE SEEN SERVICE BEFORE. 


ETHEL. —There ’s one thing that does n’t suit 
me about this engagement. 
MAuD.—What is it? 


To Puck— 


A WORD IN’ SEASON. 


Sir: 
I owe you a debt I can never repay, 
And, no doubt, there are thousands who feel the same way. 
For blest be the Fate, or—as some call it — Luck, 
That brought me a copy of MIDSUMMER PUCK. 
For the good of the world, not a moment too soon 
Was your Artist inspired to draw that cartoon. 


For I thought until then that to make my soul glad 
I had only to marry a girl with a fad. 

And then ever after her intellect bright k 
Would shed o’er life’s landscape both ‘‘sweetness and light.” 


But away with the girls, with their fads and their books, 
Their tailor-made costumes and masculine looks. 
I will seek the world over until I discover 
A girl like the one on the bench with her lover. 
E. H. Porter. 


AT THE BASE-BALL MATCH. 


CITIZEN.— Hello! have you come to watch the curves? 
DETECTIVE.— No. To watch the crooks. 














ETHEL.—Jack did n’t have to go to town for 
his engagement ring. He simply went up to his 
room for it. 





WHEN A MAN says he has nothing to say, it is safe to bet 
that there is a barrel full of facts back of his teeth. 


ART Must always get its inspirations from Nature. The zebra 
gave us our first idea of striped clothing, and the elephant 
was the inventor of loose trousers, 








AN EMBARRASSED VIRTUOSO. 


HEIMBURGER (on the cinder-beds). — Spiel ohf dot wasser-mill tune, Fritzy. 
OPPENMEYER. —I can'd. All dem sand-virms hass crawled mein concertina into, 

















Ye Titheing-Man is strycken with horror at 
ye ungodly Performance of ye Mountebank. 








Ye Governor and ye Council having con- 
demned ye sinful Mountebank toe ye Pillorie, 
ye Titheing-Man goes to Execute ye sentence 


AN OBVIOUS CASE. 

POLICE JUSTICE.— What’s the charge against 
this man? 

OFFICER RAFFERTY (who made the arrest). 
— Vagrancy. 

POLICE JUSTICE.— But why did you arrest a 
man on such a charge when he carries on a busi- 
ness right here in the block? 

OFFICER RAFFERTY. —I took him at his 
own word, your Honor. When I asked him to 
buy a ticket to our charity ball-game, he said he 
had n’t a cent. 


HE OUGHT TO BE SATISFIED. 
‘¢ Well, did your Summer girl meet you at the 
station with a buggy?” 


YE ZEALOUS 











Ye Titheing-Man taketh ye wicked Mounte- 


bank toe ye Gaol. 


But, meanwhile, ye Mountebank having 
suddenlie become greatlie Thinner, makes 
Hys Escape — 


Ye Governor and ye Council being Greatlie 
wroth atte ye escaype, ye Titheing-Man 1s 
Condemned to tayKe ye place of ye Mounte- 


TITHEING-MAN AND Yt STROLLING MOUNTEBANK. 





Ye Titheing-Man leaves ye man of Wrath 
toe hys reflections, and hastes toe informe ye 
Governor and ye Council of ye arrest. 
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—and whenne ye Titheing-Man arrives, He 
findes nothynge butt ye Pillowes with ye which 
ye Mountebank had Stuffed himself. 


WHITHER, LIKEWISE WHICH. 


A Republican Manufacturer is Puzzled Over Coming Events 
1S 


That Cast Their Shadows Before. 
F TO reduce the tariff 
Made Mr. Blaine afraid, 
If seven per cent. reduction 
Is really free-trade, 
The difficulty arises 
Of endeavoring to explain, 
If Roger ’s a free-trader, 
What is Mr. Hale, of Maine? 


I’m getting sorely puzzled, 
And very much perplexed; 


‘©No; I had a walk-over.” 


bank in ye Pillorie. 


REST AND RECREATION. 
PORTER.—You travel regularly now, I see, sah. 
; Mr. GOTHAM (0x the New York and Philadelphia Express ).—Yes. 
The doctor said I needed rest and recreation. So I spend one day in 
Philadelphia and the next in New York. 


THEY TAKE THEIRS STRAIGHT. 

Miss BUNTING.—Look, look, 
Mr. Pelham! There seems 
to be some trouble over at 
the Larchmont Club. Men 
are yelling from the shore, 
and pointing guns and re- 
volvers at that sail-boat. 

Mr. PELHAM. — Oh, 
that ’s nothing! It’s the 
water - supply boat, and 

they ’re afraid it’s going 
to land. 









AT NARRAGANSETT. 

LITTLE GIRL (with her book ).— 
Oh, Sister! What is the plural 
of man? 

BIG GIRL (with great loveliness 
of tone ).— | don’t know, dear. There 
is n’t any plural that I’ve seen so far 
this Summer. 


MEDICAL SERVICES, TO DATE 
‘¢Doctor, what shall I do to keep 

cool in this dreadful hot weather?” 
‘‘Do? Nothing at all, Madam.” 











The times seem quite unjointed, 
And what will happen next 
Is a very serious problem 
That we can not read at all — 
McKinley may announce himself 
For free-trade in the Fall! 







Who knows? Here’s ‘ reciprocity,” 
A free-trade scheme, I fear, 
With no protective duties 
Over one whole hemisphere. 
I’m in some doubt — things being thus — 
With whom I ought to train — 
Is Mills a better tariff man 
Than Messrs. Hale and Blaine? 
J. H. Miller.“ 


AN ADVANTAGEOUS POSITION. 


Mr. KNIGHT. — From where would 
you like to view the parade? 

Mrs. KNIGHT.—From a Given Point. 

Mr. KNIGHT.—Where ’s that? 

Mrs. KNIGHT.—I don’t know; but I 
notice that all parades are so long in . 
passing that place. 


POETIC TRUTH is eternal. The poet’s 
old lines on Washington may now 
be transferred to Grant: 
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AN ENTIRELY 
DIFFERENT GARMENT. 


“ That’s rather a handsome bath 
ing-suit to go into the water with.”’ 

**Qh, this isn’t for the water! It 
is the suit I take my sun-bath in.” 


‘* Art to his fame no aid hath lent, 
His country is his monument.” 

THE AVERAGE peanut politician does 
n’t amount to shucks. 
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I.—Whenas this Dante, through the whole Inferno r 
Thus had I led, he said to me, ‘* O Virgil: ( ) 


Come to New York and see the Real Business.” 


II.—Then did he lead me earthward through a portal, “== 


Whereat hijjus beings froze the soul within me, 
All in eternal anguish crying ‘‘ Keb, sir!” 


















VI.—Likewise we went into.a Dime Museum; 





VII]. — Thus to the shop of Solomon Isaacs can:e we, 
In the Via Baxter, but when he besought me 
Pantsies to purchase, all my soul was withered. 


And all my face I covered with my forepaws — 
Such be the tastes of modern civilization. 











| 
III.—Then on through streets piled up with bar'ls and boxes 
Led he me smiling; torture wrung my shinbones — 
‘* This sort of thing,” said he, ‘‘is what they stand, here.” 














X.—Then, when a busting manhole raised beneath me, 
And in its depths I saw the steam infernal — 
«« Let me go back,’ I cried, ‘ where things are homelike 
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THE NEW IN) 


Dante and Virgil Change around, and Take a Trip through New York, — 





-— 


‘¢ This,"” murmured Dante, ‘‘is a New York dudelet.”’ 








eneath me, XI.— “ Hell I can stand, politely called the Inferno; 


ral — But a New Yorker's hide must sure be toughened,  ¥ ‘st. 
ings are homelike} Quite beyond any thing we know below there — : 


Or he 'd emigrate.” 
. Vergilius Maro. 


EW INFERNO. 
New York. — Virgil gets his Eyes Opened. —-He Describes the Journey. 









| IV.—And on my startled vision sprang a creature \ ‘ j ; <p \ v.—Then, going further, saw I the hyenas 
SelSdemen only, havelijing whiliy’: \ hs , \ Who have usurped the power the dudelets yielded— 
" Aldermen these be, better known as ‘‘ boodlers.”’ 


VII. — Further he showed to me the city statues — 


They were enough to scare a monkey silly — 
Shuddering I fied, and longed for Hell and comfort. 





IX.—Yet in my soul there lingered shreds of courage ; / 


But when he led me to the bargain-counter, 
Swore I that never more would I see women. 


LOttmann Lith.Go. puck Bloc. ny. 
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10 PUCK. 


TEMPERANCE TALES. 


FEW MORNINGS SINCE, an early passer on 
a certain business street might have 
perceived a boy treading the pave with 
rapid steps. His clothing, though old 
and patched, was neat; his hands and 
face were clean; his hair was smoothly 
brushed and he hada shine on. He 
was looking for employment. 

There was no unattached employ- 
ment in that street, and he was obliged 
to search elsewhere. From place to place 
he went, still without success, until even- 
ing came. Then, disheartened and weary, 
he turned toward his humble home and 
the frugal meal which awaited him. 

Walking thus sadly along, he saw ap- 
proaching him a corpulent gentleman who 
looked as if he might be a millionaire. Re- 
solving to make one more effort, the boy 
accosted him, and, in a manly, straightfor- 
ward manner, spoke his little piece. 

*¢You look like an honest lad,” said 

Corpulence, kindly; ‘have you a good 

education?” 

‘‘T have, sir,” replied the boy, looking squarely 
into his interlocutor’s eyes. ‘1 have been to the public schools, and can 
read, write, cipher, and model in clay.” 

«¢ Are your habits correct?” 

‘«‘ They are, sir; I have a certificate from my Sunday-school teacher 
to that effect.” 

‘¢Do you drink beer?” 

«¢ Never, sir!” replied the boy, with emphasis. ‘1 am a member of 
the Glittering Band of Ice Water Imbibers!” 

‘¢ Then I have no use for you,” said the heavy-weight, passing on; 

‘«¢] own a brewery, and | conduct it on strictly business principles.” 


Reformation from intemperate habits often arises from slight and ob- 
scure causes. A prosperous merchant once became addicted to frequent 
drinking during business hours. Keeping a large bottle of liquor in an 
ante-room adjoining his office, he would at short intervals go out to see his 
ante, returning surrounded by an enriched 
atmosphere. This continued until he became 
awreck. His relatives were about to have 
him committed to an inebriate asylum, 
and a trustee appointed for his property, 
when they were chagrined to notice 
a great change in him. Although he 
continued the habit, his eye became 
clear once more, his step firm and 
elastic, the flush shifted from his 
nose to his cheek, and in a short 
time he was in all respects his 
former self. Investigation showed p 
Y 












The youth paused and gazed at them with a look of rebuke. «Listen, 
friends,” he said, in a clear voice, ‘and | wiil tell you why | have naught 
to do with beer. 

‘My great-grandfather was a beer-drinker; he died of fatty degenera- 
tion of the heart. My grandfather drank beer; he fills the grave of the 
dropsical. My father drinks beer; he has had bilious fever twenty-seven 
times. I have promised my mother not to touch the debasing fluid. Let 
us take whiskey together, and thus help me to keep my pledge.” 

The brave words of the noble youth triumphed, and everybody took 
whiskey. 


Not long ago, a man, constitution- 
ally unfitted for such excesses, 
contracted the Turkish 
Bath habit, and contin- 
ued it until his phy- 
sician told him that 
indulging once more 
would cause his 
death. In this pre- 
dicament he visit- 
ed an acquaint- 
ance who occa- 
sionally —_under- 
went the Ottoman 
operation with pleas- 
ure and benefit, and 
suggested that they 
swear off together. 

‘¢ But Turkish baths 
do not hurt me,” said the 
acquaintance. 

‘No, but they do me, 
and you ought to be will- 
ing to do something for 
a friend.” : 

Being possessed of strong moral courage, the acquaintance refused. 
Maddened by this treatment, the victim hastened to the nearest bath con- 
servatory, intending to end his life in its dissipation. Unfortunately, how- 
ever, the bath did him no harm, and one of the numerous morals of this 
study in realism is that mighty few doctors know what they are talking 
about, any how. 










BRIEF BLISS. 


GawcGe.—Will you be mine ? 
Maup.—Yes, Gawge; until the end of the season ! 


VERY SUCCESSFUL. 


= 2 REV. SYLVAN FLOCK (fo REV. POWNSEND 

POWNDES, the noted Evangelist).— Did 

you have a successful revival at Quohosh? 
REV. POWNSEND POWNDES.— Very! 

I received four hundred and fifty dollars 
for three weeks’ work. 


AMBIGUOUS. 
YOUNG WHIPPER. — I would 
“—— like to have your daughter for 


my wife. 


that he had latterly been having Ad), Y, OLD SNAPPER.— Indeed; and 

the aforesaid bottle filled at a drug- és : Yeu le FZ what does your wife want of her? 

store; and, the liquor sold there : iN Ne MY, \ 4 

being composed — = burnt / YW Ka gS " IT BLEW. 

sugar and agua urbana, the more YW) y : a 3 ; : 

ge Be he more sober he got. Wy 1: ; o _Fixst WHISKER. — What a 
ny wind! 


The reformation was permanent 
and he is now more prosperous 
than ever, being engaged in relat- 
ing his experience at $400 per 
night. 

Reader, heed this tale. Get 
your bottle filled at a drug-store, 
and you may yet shake off the 
accursed slavery. 


In front of one of the gilded gin- 
palaces which line the streets of 
our cities, stood a group of young 
men beguiling the time with ribald 
jest, when there approached a 
youth whose thoughtful brow and 
manly bearing strongly contrasted 
with theirs. 


‘‘Let us have some sport with the 
good boy,” they said among themselves in 
wicked glee; and then they called, jeeringly: 
‘¢Hennery, won’t you come and have a 
glass of be-or?” 


taller after dinner. 





AN UNKNOWN CONDIMENT. 


GUEST (at the Eagle House).— Have you any oil ? 
PROPRIETOR.— No; but if them wheels of yours 
squeaks, I ‘ll tell Sile t’ go over th’ axles with mutton- 


SECOND WHISKER.—Yes, it 
goes quite through me. 


THE OFFICE SEEKS the man, and 
sometimes, we fancy, when con- 
templating the character of its find, 
the Office wishes it had hunted a 
little longer. 


‘ No WONDER time flies; time is money. 
THE ENGLISH RACE—After American Girls. 


HE BEARS are probably responsible for the 
Pp y res} 
squeezes on the Stock Exchange. 


RICHES HAVE WINGS; but they always roost 
on the highest branches. 


«<]T’s A LONG TIME between drinks,” as the 
water-bucket remarked in Kentucky. 
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ROUGH ON THE COW. 


Mrs. MIGGLES.—Well, what yer groanin’ 'n' grumblin’ 
about now ? 

TIRED TREDDICK.—I was wonderin’ whether it would n't 
have been less arduous to eat the wood and saw the steak. 





HE SCHWEITZER SONATA. 


(After Tolstoi. ) 






PAUL PONYCHAFF was a young landed proprietor. 
He owned a tomato vineyard near the Elysian fields 
in the Hoboken province. In the course of years the 
nursing of the succulent ‘‘love-apple ” began to pall 
upon Paul’s jaded ambition, and he determined to cut 
loose a bit. So one morning, fired with the energy 
of new purpose, he got away with an absinthe cocktail 
before breakfast. Then he started for the ferry. But 
on the way he met his fate. He passed a lovely 
maiden leading a brindled cow forth to feed on the 
meadow-grass. He fell in love with her at first sight. 
He returned home determined to learn all about her. In two days 
he knew that she was the daughter of another landed proprietor, who ran 
a select piggery near the elevated railway. He secured an introduction 
through the good offices of the poundkeeper, and in three days he had 
won the innocent maiden’s esteem and her consent to be his bride. 

And so they were married. All went well until they became so 
wealthy that they moved to Jersey City, in order to send their children 
to better schools and bring them up under the advantages of a first-class 
ring government. The house which they took had one room more than 
they needed, and they put an advertisement in the 4rgus for a boarder. 
The first applicant was Vladimir Succotasch, a young violinist, who played 
solos in a beer garden near the Gap. He was cursed with a fatal beauty, 
and a Gemiinder fiddle of rare tone. Paul Ponychaff took a dislike to 
him at once, but, for some mysterious reason, did not give it away. Mrs. 
Ponychaff could play the piano, and ere long she and Succotasch began to 
perform duets. Ponychaff began to be miserably jealous; yet he had no 
grounds for desperate measures. But one day he was called away on 
business. When he returned he heard the squeaking of the wry-necked 
violin and the tin-tin-abulation of the stencil piano. His wife and Succo- 
tasch were playing a duet. Paul Ponychaff entered the house, and peeping 
through the parlor keyhole read the title of the music. It was the Schweitzer 
Sonata, by Baithoven. Paul listened. They were playing the first move- 
ment, allegretto senza sardines. It went thus: 
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Why, what was this? Somehow the composer’s meaning seemed to 
smite him with fearful force. ‘She ’s my sweetheart, I ’m her beau.” 
That was what this music meant! But listen to the second movement, 
The piano gave out the following theme: 


Andantino con morbidezza. 
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e) 
Strange! Again his sharpened perceptions caught the composer’s 
thought. ‘You do not love me, no; kiss me good-by and go.” Would 


Succotasch do so? Not he. He wasastayer. Poising his violin under 
his left jaw, he burst into the second subject of the movement: 


Allegro ma non troppo. 


===> _- 





Once more the deep and damning significance of the music smote 
It was as if he had heard Succotasch say: 
Madness ! 


upon Paul’s consciousness. 
**O You Little Darling, I love you.” 
they began the last movement. 


But once more. Now 


Allegro con brio. 
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e! 
Great Heavens! With what terrible meaning did those measures 
smite his brain! <‘‘Johnny, get your gun, get your gun!” shrieked the 
violin. He! He would obey. He rushed upstairs and got his revolver. 
He rushed down again. Then he rushed out of the front door. Next day 
he began an action for divorce in the Supreme Court. 
Tricotrin. 


A CRUEL QUERY. 
ETHEL.— My intended is a great artist, you know. 
fell in love with him when I saw one of his paintings. 
MAubD.— How much was it worth? 


URGENTLY NEEDED. 
THE POET’S WIFE.—Algernon, I wish we had a 
big, fierce dog. 
THE PoET.—What for, my Zenobia? 
THE POET’S WIFE.—To keep the wolf from the door. 





LADIES, NEVER POWDER a dimpled cheek. It can do execution well 


enough without being loaded. 























STOCK -EXCHANGE AMENITIES. 


KIRBY STONE (to his new partner). —Great Scott, old man! 
The boys did give you a reception! Are you all broke up? 

PUTTSON CALL, JR. (who has just emerged from his first ap- 
pearance on ‘change).—Oh, no! | feel just like a new man! 
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“A STITCH IN TIME 
SAVES NINE!” 


SAYS THE OLD ADAGE, BUT A CRAMP BEFORE 
YOU ARE PROVIDED WITH A BOTTLE OF 


THE GENUINE 


o> :-Prrowns 
"W 


C1" wwe 


Puitao'a, Pa. 
U.S. A. 


MAY HAVE VERY SERIOUS RESULTS. 


Loox out ron RED LABEL apopteo 


TO MEET FRAUDS. 


GsTABUsHED 1822, 
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DECKER 


BROTHERS’ 


33 UNION SOUARE 
New York 
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JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS. 


GOLD MEDAL, Paris EXPOSITION, 1889, 


THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS, 


coc BAY RUM 
ees 


THIS ARTICLE ~ 


318 








AND WILL BEA REVELATION TO THOSE WHO 
HAVE BEEN PURCHASING THE ADULTERAT- 
ED BAY RUM WHIGH IS ALMOST EXCLU- 
SIVELY SOLD. INSIST ON GETTING THE 
GENUINE WITH MY TRADE MARK AND 
ABOVE SIGNATURE. IT WILL REPAY YOU. 


H. MICHELSEN, wear inpins. 





PUCK. 


HE OBEYED THE SIGNAL. 
Maup.—I’Ill never flirt again, if I live to be 
a hundred! 
ANNIE.—Why, dear. What’s the matter? 
Maup.— Matter? I winked at a sweet young 
drug clerk, downtown, to-day, and he put whiskey 
in my soda !—Light. 


HIRSHKIND’S BUSINESS REASONING. 
HIRSHKIND.— Und vat may be the price of 
this vatch? 
JEWELER.— Ten dollars. 
HIRSHKIND (sotto voce).—WHe asks ten; he 
means eight; he’ll dake six; it’s vorth four; [’ll 
offer two.—Jewelers’ Circular. 


WuHyY HE SOUGHT THE SEASIDE. 
JOHNNIE.— The newspapers are a fraud! 
2 ee 
JOHNNIE.— Yes. I read what they had to say 
about the seaside and then went and bought an 
opera glass and came down here. I haven’t seen 
any thing improper since I came. —7he Epoch. 


AT THE FRENCH P Lay. 

‘Well, if I had n’t been told beforehand that 
this was an improper piece, I should never have 
seen —” 

‘¢ The difference, darling — or the play?” —Z-x. 


LEGISLATIVE REFORM. 

BEzUMBy.—I think it would be a good idea 
to have Congressmen elected in duplicate. 

Mr. GILHOOLY.— What for? 

BEZUMBy.— So that one could monkey with 
politics while the other attended to business. — 
Texas Siftings. 

PICNIC HUMOR. 

‘I heard a queer story about that mountain, 
over yonder from our native driver to-day.” 

‘¢ What was that?” 

‘¢ A young lady and gentleman went out for a 
walk on that hill; they went up higher and higher, 
and — never came back again.” 

‘Dear me! what became of the unhappy 
pair?” 

‘¢ They went down on the other side.” —£-x. 

No INDUCEMENT. 

FREDDIE.— Let us break this cup. 

LITTLE JOHNNY.—No; it does n’t belong toa 
set.—Epoch. 

THE DESIGN WAS DEFICIENT. 

SILVERSMITH.—That teapot is for a member 
of Congress. Is n’t it a beauty?” 

PHILOSOPHER.—I think you have not made 
enough of one feature. 

SILVERSMITH.-— What ’s that? 

PHILOSOPHER.— The spout.—Jewel. Weekly. 


Mrs. TANGLE. — What does “original sin” 
mean, Henry? 

Mr. TANGLE.— Well, I believe the original 
sin was apple stealing.— West Shore. 


EDITOR QUINN of the Pine Knot Vidette is | 


piping hot. Some individual stole his pipe, and 
he says the scoundrel will smoke for the theft in 
the great hereafter.—Prison Mirror. 








A Handsome Complexion 


Is one of the greatest charms a woman can pose 
sess. Pozzoni’s Complexion Powder gives it.. 














GATE-KEEPER Hans Erickson is voted a dis- 
courteous man by the members of this community 
for having refused exit to one of our number who 





had gone to the trouble of procuring a suit of 
clothes for the occasion. However, our friend | 
has been compensated for his disappointment by 
being presented with a ‘¢ watch, chain and charm.” 
—Prison Mirror. 


WE do not attempt to disguise the yearning to 
exchange with the Southern Ulster, whose editor 
scintillates and sparkles with a deep red light 





peculiar to himself. The last issue of his sheet | 
has the following little gem: ‘‘ The West Shore | 
cars were crowded, and some of them haa to stand | 
up.”— The Conglomerate. | 





THE CELEBRATED 


\ 


PIANOS 


Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y¥. 


SOHMER & CO. 
CHICAGO, ILL., 236 State Street. 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., Union Club B’d’g. 
___—s ANE c oTY, mo. -» L123 Main Strect. 





For improved we eco- 





Dishes, (Game, Fish, 
etc.) Aspic or Meat 
Jelly. Keeps perfectly 
in all climates for any 
EXTRACT flavor than any other 
stock. 
about $7.50. 
Genuine only with 


LIEBIG nomic cookery. Use it 
for Soups, Sauces, Made 
length of time, and is 
cheaper and of finer 

F a FEF One pound equal to 
afforty pounds of lean 
beef of the value of 
Justus von Liebig’s 
signature as shown. 


SUMMER RESORTS. 





This Popular and Select Hotel has been opened for 
the Season of 1890 on Saturday, June atst. 

To its former patrons, and others who desire to investi- 
gate its advantages, full particulars and plans will be 
furnished on application at the Howland Hotel, or at the 
Albemarle Hotel, Madison Square, New York. 

Of Janvrin & WALTER, Propr’s HENRY WALTER, 
Albemarle Hotel, N. ¥. Proprictor. 


wows BOWERY BAY BEACH 


The Most Beautiful and Popular Family Resort. 
Only twenty minutes’ sail from we York. DAILY by elegant Steam- 


boats from East 99th St. 12 M., 2, rs Yin M. ~~ from Harlem Bridge, 
| 130th St. and 3d Ave., 10, 12 A. M., 2, 3:4 P. directly to Grand Pier, 
| Bowery Bay Beach. Fare 10c. ; children ‘halt pric se. Also by horse rail- 
road from East 92d and 34th St. Ferrie w York. R. R. fare 5 cents. 
SUNDAYS, from East 99th St., 10, it Pu M, 12 M., 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 8 P. M. 
Also from Harlem Bridge, 130th St. and 3d Ave., 10 and 12 A. M., then 
Half-hourly to 10 Pp. M. directly to Grand Pier, Bowery Bay Beach. 
Fare 10c., children half price. Also by horse railroad from 92d St. (Astoria) 
estas from 6 A. M. until —_—- Fare 10 cents. 945 








Lonionier 
sl her 


SPARKLING AND STILL. 


FINEST TABLE WATER 
ON THE MARKET. 
Used at all leading HOTELS and CLUBS. 
Sold by first-class Grocers and Druggists. 
Main Office, Nashua, N. H. New York, 323 Broadway. 
Send for Pamphlet. 








P Cals obtained 


«« Paris 
Exposition, 
1889. 


the only gold medal 


awarded solely for toilet SOAP in competi- 
tion with all the world. /ighest ossible 


distinction.’ 




















ROMANTIC ENVIRONMENT. 


HE (sentimentally ).—1t seems almost im- 
possible to be amid these woodland scenes, and 
not to love — some one. 

SHE (languishingly ).— Indeed it does. The 
placid lake, the sunlit hills, the shady dells, and 
the sweet songs of birds, drive from one’s head 
all thought of what it costs to live respectably.— 
Street & Smith's Good News. 





HOUSE HEATING. 
Te” @ VERY IMPORTANT. 


Don’t decide 


Until you have seen 
THE 


 GORTON BOILER 


and read their 
NEW CATALOGUE. 
SAVES HEALTH, TIME, 
MONEY and PATIENCE. 
BURNS EITHER HARD 
OR SOFT COAL. 


The Latter Without Smoke. 
Call and see for yourself. 


THE CORTON & LIDCERWOOD CO., 
34 & 36 West Monroe St., Chicago; 
197—203 Congress 8t.. Boston ; 

96 fAberty St, now York. 
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PUCK. 














It 
season. 
suggestions are al- 
most out of order. 
Just a little hint for fall work; a 
Remington Standard Typewriter. 


is the vacation 
Business 








A TENDER-HEARTED GIRL. 
OLD MILLION.— My dear Miss Youngthing, 
if you ’d only marry me I could die happy. 
Miss YOUNGTHING.—Why, Mr. Million, if 
you were dying I ’d marry you in a minute.— 
New York Weekly. 


“IN THE ‘400’ AND OUT.”—PRICE, $1. 


ACCOUNTED For. 





CUSTOMER.— Seems to me that razor is rather | 


dull. 
BARBER.— Mought be, sah. It was to a pahty 
las’ night, sah.—New York Weekly. 








A GRAND VACATION PRESENT. 


THE 


27th VOLUME OF PUCK, 


which was completed with last week’s issue, is a fitting monu- 

ment to the enterprise and never ceasing progress of Puck. 
To the student of contemporary history, to the lover of 

light, wholesome and entertaining fiction, to him who appre- 


ciates healthy humor, a Bound Volume of Puck 


is indeed a 


treasure trove. Volume 27 of Puck consists of 25 regular num- 
bers and the MIpSUMMER PUCK. 

There are 78 colored cartoons and numberless illustrations 
in black and white by Pucx’s artists and occasional contributors. 


The price of Volume 27 of Puck 


Bound in Cloth is 
Half Morocco 


66 66 


$3.75 
4.50 


Unbound copies, if in perfect order, will be exchanged for 
Bound Volumes on payment of $1.25 for cloth and $2.00 
Address, 


THE PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, NEW YORK. 


for Half Morocco binding. 





~ LEAD THE| 
WORLD | 


/ =~ ALL 
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WASHINGTON: ff” 
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EXCESSIVE LOVE. 

RURAL CHILD.—I wish Aunty Brownstone 
did n’t love us so much. 

Mrs. HAYSEED.— La sakes! what a funny 
wish! Why? 

RURAL CHILD.—’Cause I asked her why she 
did n’t take us to the theaters, and parks, and 
parties, and operas, and such places, w’en we 
visited her in th’ city, an’ she said it was ’cause 
she loved us so much she was perfectly contented 
to sit around home with us.—. Street & Smith’s 
Good News. 








MRS. YOUNGBRIDE. ih now what else tone 
you got that would be nice? 

GROCER.—Well, Mum, there ’s some very fine 

egg-plant. 

Mrs. YOUNGBRIDE.—Oh, yes; do send up an 
egg-plant. Clarence is so fond’ of omelette.— 
Chicago America. 

5th Crop, PICKINGS FROM PUCK... 25c. 

Do not stint the family larder to send the non- 
esculent missionary over the seas, for the gospel 
he bears can not assuage the indigestion he causes. 
—Kate Field’s Washington. 








Bl riow vires 


is called to 


will thank us for, 








THE LATEST AND BEST. 





DELICATE, DELIGHTFUL, LASTING AND ECONOMICAL. 


its fragrance is — 4 the opening buds of Spring. Once used 
u will have no other. 


Sold Sieoneattiiies Try It. 


JAS. S. KIRK & CO., Chicago. 
WILHELMSQUELLE 


(BLUE LABEL) 


KRONTHAL 


(RED LABEL) 


Natural Mineral Waters 


From the famous springs of BAD KRONTHAL, TAUNUS, 
GERMANY. Best of Tuble waters of great digestive qualities. 
For sale by all leading groceries, liquor dealers and druggists 
CALWEY & FELDMANN, NEW YORK, | 


SOLE AGENTS. 








THE HARTFORD SAFETY. 
THE BEST $100 BICYCLE MADE. 


Can be adjusted to fit any person, from a boy 
of 12 to a full-grown man, 


Catalogue Free. 
HARTFORD CYCLE Co., 
HARTFORD, CONN. = 





Anyone to > be contented must first be comfortable, and that i is s why your r attention 


30 cts. ‘*PUCK’S OPPER BOOK. ” 30 cts. 


THE GURNEY HOT-WATER HEATER 
AND RADIATOR, 


If you kindly send your address we will mail you free two books, that you 


“HOW BEST TO HEAT OUR HOMES,” 
and “TESTIMONIAL COMPANION.” 
They solve the problem of home comfort. 
CURNEY HOT-WATER HEATER CoO., 
MAIN OFFICE, 163 FRANKLIN ST., Cor. Congress, BOSTON, MASS. 
NEW YORK, 88 JOHN ST., 


CHICACO, 47 SO. CANAL ST. 
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NEW KODAKS 


“You press the 
button, 


we do the rest.” 





Seven new Styles and Sizes 
ALL LoaDED wiTH T'yansparent Films, 
For sale by all Photo. Stock Dealers. 


THE EASTMAN COMPANY, 


Send for Catalogue. ROCHESTER, N. Y. 











Bj OKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BiTtTTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 

To be had in Quarts and Pints. 

L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 














PEOPLE! WEIGHT REDUCED 
WITHOUT STARVATION DIET. 


I ou Treatise & instruction for 6 stamps, 881* 


' eee. LY NTON,19 Park Place, New York 
PRICE $| 
Pen ASE 


— 
it d 

















Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh is the 
Best, Easiest to Use, and Cheapest. 






Sold by druggists or sent by mail. 
50c. E.T. Hazeltine, Warren, Pa. 








PUCK. 


ON A COUNTRY ROAD. 

SUMMER OUTER.— | have engaged board with 
a Mr. Hayseed. Am I near his place? 

NATIVE.—Yep. Next farm to this. 

TOURIST.— By the way, whose fine property 
is this? 

NATIVE.— Mr. Suburb’s. 
farmer. 

Tourist.—Is Mr. Hayseed a _ gentleman 
farmer, too? 

NATIVE.— Nope. He’s a farmer. 

TOURIST.—What ’s the difference? 

NATIVE.— Mr. Suburb sells what he can’t eat, 
and Mr. Hayseed eats what he can’t sell.—S¢reet 
& Smith’s Good News. 


No Puysic LIKE IT. 
‘¢ Why, how did you cure that lame leg? I 
thought you would be lame for life.” 
‘¢ So did I before I got a verdict for five thou- 
sand dollars against the railroad company; but 
that straightened it out in no time.—£Z och. 


AN IMPOSSIBILITY. 

FRENCH EpITOR.—Did you make a minute of 
yesterday’s duel? 

ASSISTANT.—No, Monsieur; it was impossible. 

FRENCH EDITOR.—Why? 

ASSISTANT.— Because it had only two seconds. 

—Light. 
A COMPENSATING CLOCK. 

ALECK (from the city).— Uncle Silas, your 
clock is half-an-hour slow. 

UNCLE SILAS.—Never mind, Aleck. The 
minute hand ’Il drop half an hour after it passes 12. 
It ’s loose.—Jewelers’ Weekly. 


He’s a gentleman 


IN taking care that your cleanliness is next to 
your godliness, take care also that your godliness 
is not next to nothing. —Aatve Field’s Washington. 


CABMAN (fo a@ woman passenger, who has 


| just alighted).—What’s the matter, Madam? 





Are you going to have a fit? Perhaps I’d better 
ring for the patrol wagon. 

WOMAN PASSENGER.—Nonsense, man. There 
’s nothing the matter with me. I’m just looking 
for the pocket of my dress. —Chicago America. 





MOTHERS BE SURE AND USE MRS. WINSLOW’S SOOTH- 
ING SYRUP for Children Teething. It soothes the child, softens the 
gums, allays all pain, cures wind colic and diarrhea. 25 cents a bottle. 














ANITAS 


FP Nor-Poisonous 


\RACTLANTS | 


Dr. JOSEPH HERMANN, Head Imperial Royal Physician to the Hospitat 
An der Wien, writes : 

“T am convinced that ‘Sanitas’ is not only an admirable disinfectant, but 
that it is also thoroughly suitable for healing wounds and ulcers, from its 
diminishing the suppuration, quickening the surface of the wound, and 
producing rapid healthy granulation. I decidedly prefer ‘Sanitas’ to 
carbolic and salicylic acids.” 

OR SALE BY DRUGGISTS. 
For Reports by Medical and Chemical Experts, prices in bulk, etec., 


apply to the 
Factory, 636—642 West 55th Street, N. Y. 675 


THE: ONLY - PRACTICAL 


LOW-PRICED 


EWRITER 


Catalogue free. Address Typewriter Department, POPE 

MANUFACTURING CO., Boston, New York, Chicago. 
‘ ry) ~ 

FACIAL BLEMISHES. 
The largest establishment in the World for the 
treatment of Hair and Scalp, Eczema, Moles, Warts, 

Superfluous Hair, Birthmarks. Moth, Freckles, 

Wrinkles, Red Nose, Red Veins, Oily Skin, Acne, 

Pimples, Blackheads, Barber’s Itch, Scars, Pit- 
tings, Powder Marks, Bleaching, Facial Develop- 
ment, Hollow or Sunken Cheeks, etc. Consultation 

























free at office or by letter. 128 page book on all 
skin and scalp affections and their treatment, sent 
sealed to any address on receipt of 10 cents. 


JOHN H. WOODBURY, Dermatologist, 
125 W. 42d St., New York City. 


WOODBURY’S FACIAL SOAP, for the Skin and 
Scalp, at Druggists or by Mail, 50 Cents. 460 


Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 for a superb 
box of candy by express, prepaid, east 
_ of Denver or west of New York. Suit- 
able for presents. Sample orders so- 
licited. Address, 
Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner 


State St., Chicago. 
A Pocket Mirror Free to Smokers of aia 


<TANSILUAOS 5 MN 
AT ®FOLKS®@ — 


using **Anti-Corpulene Pills” lose 15lbs. a 
month. They cause no sickness, contain no poison and never 
Sold by Druggists everywhere or sent by mail. Partic- 


fail. 
ulars (sealed) 4¢. ILCOX SPECIFIC CO., Phila., 






























*PUCK’S OPPER BOOK” is a pamphlet of 
humor issued from the office of the famous ‘‘ PUCK.” 
Mr. Freperick Opper is one of the very few genu- 
inely comic artists in this country, and of this limited 
number he is probably the funniest. His pictures 
are funny enough to make a laugh come without the 
aid of letter press. These drawings, reprinted from 
“PUCK,” form a handsome album of some of the 
drollest ideas that have flowed from Mr. Opper’s 
pencil during the past ten years, and the person 
who pays thirty cents for the ‘‘ Book”’ will easily 
get his money’s worth.—Norristown Herald. 





Do you want to laugh? To laugh real 
hard? Very, very hard? Hard enough 
to cure that attack of indigestion ? 

Well, you want to purchase, right away 
“This Funny Wo:ld, as Puck Sees it,” 
which consists of pictures in colors and 
black -and-white, by Frederick Opper. 
Not only is there fun in the pictures and 
the text, but there are sly hits innumer- 
able, and chunks of sugar-coated wisdom 
which are easily digested.— Boston Times. 


) s 30 cts. per copy. 





SIXTY-FOUR PAGES OF 
Pictures in Colors and Black-and-White, 
By Frederick Opper. 


Reprinted from PUCK. 


By Mail from the Publishers of PUCK on Receipt of 


35 CENTS. 


GOOD FUN LASTS FOREVER ! 


Tus Funny, Funny Wor.p. 

As a genuinely “comic” artist, Mr. 
Frederick Opper, of Puck’s staff, stands 
at the head of his profession. The fun 
of his designs is apparent without the 
aid of explanatory text, as any one can 
see by consulting ‘‘ This Funny World, 
as Puck Sees it,’’ reprinted from Puck. 

—Norristown Herald. 


GOOD FUN LASTS FOREVER! 





30 Cents. By MaiL, 35 Gents. 
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DELICIOUS AND “REFRESHING ! 


Sold by GROCERS, DRUGGISTS, and 
WINE TRADE everywhere. 937 











A WONDERFUL MEDICINE 


WEAK STOMACH, 


FOR 
IMPAIRED DICESTION, 
CONSTIPATION, 


—— SICK HEADACHE — 
DISORDERED LIVER, &c. 


Sold by all Druggists AT 25 CENTS PER BOX. 


Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, England 


B. F. ALLEN CO., Sole Agents for United States, 
365 & 367 Canal Street, New York, 


Will (if your druggist does not keep them) mail Beecham’s Pills on re. 


ceipt of price — but inquire first. [Please mention PUCK.) 





BICYCLES -2" 54°". 


No extra charge; all makes, asl i 2d hand. Lowest 


prices guaranteed. Send for Catalogu 
810 





HENRY LINDENMEYR, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


Nos. 15 & 17 KMAN STREET. L 
BRANCH, 31, ¢ 5 & 37 East Houston ST. j 






NEw YORK, 


Rouse, Hazard & Co. "66 G St., Peoria, 111. 





$75.2 o0t $250 00A MONTH can be made 
0 ee working for us. Persons pre- 
ferred who can furnish a horse and give their whole 


time to the business. Spare moments may be profitably 
BPs edalso _A few vacancies in towns and citics. 


JOHNSON & CO., 109 Main St., Richmond. Va. 855* 





PUCK 


CURE FOR FRIENDSHIP. 

‘How is it that Dumley and Mumley, who 
used to be such close friends, are now enemies?” 

‘« They started to room together.’’ — Lawrence 
Advertiser. 

HE’s ALL Worst. 

A newspaper item tells how a domestic ‘¢ got 
the best of a burgiar,” as if there were any best 
to a burglar ! — 7exas Cartoon. 

THE Swiss government has officially pro- 
claimed its unbelief in the tradition that Wilhelm 
Tell shot the apple from his son’s head, and has 
ordered all books which contain any reference to 
the episode from the schools. Is it not at Altorf 
that two statues have been set up, one of Tell 
and the other of his son, and is it not recorded 
upon their pedestals that they stand upon the 
exact positions occupied by Tell, sr., and Tell, 
jr., when the shooting was done? If there were 
none, how came those statues there? Every 
right-minded person will see that the Swiss 
government is clearly in error.—Boston Post. 

DASHLEY.— Do you see that tall fellow over 
there? 

CASHLEY.— Yes; he is about six foot seven 
inches. Who is he? 

DASHLEY.—The new comedian at the Frivolity 
Theatre. 

CASHLEY.—Ah! He ought to be able to reach 
the height of the ridiculous.—Chicago America. 

THE widow of the great Garibaldi evidently 
thinks there is nothing ina name. She is about 
to marry a Dr. Tanferna, who has never hada 
shirt-waist or even a collar-button named after 
him.— Omaha Herald. 

‘How curious Maude Madeup’s hair looks! 
Sort of streaky in color.” 

‘«¢Yes. I think she’s getting it on the install- 
ment : — St. Joseph News. 


INDEX AND TiTLE-Pace VoL. 27, 
NOW READY. 
Mailed Free of Charge to Any Address. 





Two French aeronauts will attempt to cross 
Europe in a balloon. They will make the ascent 
from some town in France; but they can not pre- 
dict with any degree of definiteness where they 
will land. It is this uncertainty about one’s real 


destination that arouses a popular prejudice 
against the balloon as a common carrier.— 


Omaha Herald. 





Ladies take Angosturatters Bi generally when tney feel low 
spirited. It brightens them up. Dr. Siegert & Sons, sole manu- 
factureis. At all druggists 


PH WRIGHT’ 5 MYRRH TOOTH SOAP. 


Gives Pearly White Teeth, Ruby Gums, Pure Bre 2ath, 
Cooling and Refreshing. 25 cts. Send for book “Care 
of Teeth” free. Wright & Co., Chemists, Detroit, Mich. 
Also in — or prea: form. 








THE low-down rascal who stole skunks from a 
skunkery in Wyoming County is capable of ab- 
Court. — Buffalo 


ducting the Buffalo Police 


Express. 


INDEX AND TITLE-PaGE VOL, aL. 27, 
NOW READY. 
> of Cheyer 


Mailed Free to Any Address. 












Gy itis curs by 
ted SKIN AND SCALP DISEASE, WHETHER 
4 torturing, disfiguring, humiliating, itching, "burning, bleed- 
ing, scaly, crusted, pimply, or blotchy, with loss of hair, from 
pimples to the most distressing eczemas, and every humor of the 
blood, whether simple, scrofulous, or heredit: ary, is speedily, per 
manently, and economically cured by the Cur uRA RrMrpiEs 
consisting of CuTicurA, the great Skin Cure, CUTICURA SOAP, an 
exquisite Skin Purifier and Beautifier, and CuTICURA KESuLVENT, 


the new Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest of Humor Remedies, 
when the best physicians and all other remedie fail This is 
strong language, but true Thousands of grateful testimonials 
from infancy to age attest their wonderful, unfailing and incom- 
parable efficacy. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Ciricura, 50c.; Sop, 25¢ Re- 


SOLVENT, $1 Prepared by Potter Drug and Chemical Corporation, 
Boston, Mass. 








Send for “‘ How to Cure Skin and Blood Diseases.”’ 
-~ a Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily skin pre- “@@ 
vented by CuTicur, Soap. “an 
Rheumatism, Kidney Pains, and Muscular Weak- 
wy ness relieved in one tinute by the Curicura AnrTi- 
PAIN PLASTER. 25: 


T HE Sands of Time Are in 1 the Houwr- glass. —Chatter. 


Warm WU a Specialties. 


Skeleton back or lined, as you like tt. 


‘OZ$ mosf A2paC) Of $72NS 
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in the Popular Straight Sack or Three-button 


Serges, Flannels, Mohairs, made to your order 
SS mosf AIPAC Of SAISNOAT 


Cutaway. 


and 77! 
Br “0ad way, 


New York City. 


145 & 147 
Bowery, 
New Vork City, 





Samples and rules for self-measurement maile! on ahplication. 


The Best Tonic for All Kidney Troubles. 


SWAN GIN! 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS, GROCERS AND DEALERS. 
HIGHLY RECOMMENDED FOR ITS DIURETIC PROPERTIES! 


ULLRICH’S FOUNTAIN PENS 


are the best made. Hold ink for week’s use. Price $150 and 
Tao AGENTS WANTED. Circulars free. 
J.C. ULLRICH & ¢ CO., 108 Liberty 8t., 1 New York. 
Cores Constipe ation 


GARFIELD TEA Srs.cusuisie 


Free samples at all druggists or 319 W. 46th St., N. Y. 9 








21% 








ASK the man who wears a sah around his 
midst what it is for and he may tell you it is to 
frame the panes in his stomach. If so, ’t is true 
tis putty, and putty ’t is ’t is true.—PAi/. Press. 


lOc. Per Copy. Delightful Summer Reading! ]0¢. per Copy. 





PUCK’S LIBRARY 


PUBLISHED ON THE [5th OF EACH MONTH. 





THIS PAPER IS PRINTED WITH INES PROM 





BERGER & WIRTH GXMUDCES NEW YORK G3 LEIPZIG comm LONDON Earns 























PUCK. 
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THEY ARE NOT IN IT.— THE INFLATION BALLOON IS ONLY FOR THE CHOSEN FEW. 





